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About the Poets 
Adrian Clifford 

Hi, I'm Ady and have lived in Lincoln for fifteen years now, 
originally from West Bromwich near Birmingham which 
makes me a Black Country Boy. | class my poetry as being 
like little kitchen sink dramas, because | deal with real life, 
nitty gritty stuff. Anyway, hope you like my work and any 
feedback would be appreciated. 


Timothy Gogan 
| am originally from Radcliffe-on-Trent, Nottinghamshire. 


| became interested in creative writing some years ago. | am 
a Roman Catholic and this probably shows in my work. | am 
quirky and a bit dark. | try to use words like an artist uses a 


paintbrush. | want to make people think. 


Rebecca Cheeseman 
Writing poetry is something that | have always been 


interested in. | am quite a quiet person and find writing in 


general easier than expressing my thoughts verbally. 


John Swanson 
Hello, | hail from Essex, known to my friends as John the 


poet. I'm unemployed and just now | try to keep myself 
busy. | have written poetry on and off since the age of 12. 
| really am glad and proud to be part of this anthology 


of local poets. 


Vernon Goddard 
Grandfather, photographer and poet. | write mostly of my 


past so that it will have a future. I’m proud to be part of the 
work produced by ‘Word in Edgeways’. 


| Stand Alone 


lam a statue, immobile but seeing. 
Alone in a world of mystery. 
lam always trying to guess the essence of 
what other people say and do. 
Helpless like a drowning sailor, | submit to my 
fate 
| Know nothing. 

Empty. 
Void. 

Space. 


Timothy Gogan 


Thoughts 


Thoughts always running through my head, 
Thoughts of what others think instead, 
Thoughts of lots of different things. 
Thoughts always on my mind, 
Thoughts that pop up all the time, 
Thoughts always deep down inside. 
Thoughts of what is yet to come, 
Thoughts of what has been and gone, 


Thoughts with me all day long. 


Rebecca Cheeseman 


A Little Closer 


The pen that writes 
The hand that must 
The mind that spills 
The soul | trust 
Of hope, ambition, and futility 
The quest a poor reality 
That bleeds for a validity 
The heart that fills 
The eyes that see 
The corridors where | run free 
The ears that hear the symphony 
The love, the life where | can be 
The Lord that soothes 
The blame we bare 
The goals unrendered In God’s stare 
The ticking clock 
The scattered flock 


United in some hour 


John Swanson 


Papa 


I'd sit on his shoulders and comb his hair, 
Suppose it was my way of showing | did really care, 
Played snooker on a little table at the front of our house, 
Tried to be quiet, coz it irritated mom, tried to be like a mouse 
We had a table tennis table we’d play on at night, 

Out in the garage, out in plain sight. 

People would stop and watch us play, 

Strange looking back, just our way. 

My dad doesn't like to win, 

Think he sees it as some sort of sin 
Seems to enjoy coming last he does, 

Perhaps that’s what gives him a buzz. 

A more generous man you will not find, 

Always helps me out, always been kind. 

Yet we've never told each other about love and how we feel, 
Only in written word on Birthday cards, that’s been the deal. 
He's 84 now and beginning to show his age, 

But all of his plus points could not fit on this page. 

A good man is honest, kind and true, 

One of the good guys, if only he knew. 


Ady Clifford 


I'm Nero (Fiddling whilst Rome's burning) 


Bemused face, 
Idiotic rictus on face, 
neither understanding nor caring. 
| play my fiddle. 
What do | know and what do | care? 
Rome's burning, burning and yet | sit 
on my rock fiddling for all eternity. 


For there is no beginning or end to time. 


Timothy Gogan 
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Dad's Saturday bet 


Saturday is his favourite day, 
Cycling away on his way, 

To the bookies he is heading, 
Coral first then BetFred I’m guessing, 
Puts a pound on the football jackpot bet, 
But so far he hasn’t won yet, 

Back down to BetFred he will go, 
Sometimes having a go on the bingo, 
The Racing Post he will read, 
Getting the information that he needs, 
Picks his horses, then writes them out, 
Taking them to the counter without doubt 
Watching the racing on Channel Four, 
Then tunes into Final Score, 
Some weeks he has good wins, 
Other weeks he is cursing his sins, 
Dad enjoys his Saturday bet, 
Saturdays wouldn't be the same if 
Dad didn't have his Saturday bet. 


Rebecca Cheeseman 
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Margaret 


“Margaret”, that is the last time 
| will show you respect on this page. 
“Marmite Maggie” would have been more apt, 
Because that’s how it was. 
Loved by some, loathed by many, 
Trampling on the poor, 
Pandering to the rich. 
Destroying communities, unflinchingly, 
Reducing miners to their knees, 
Cutting industries, till nothing left. 
Yet you'd sit there with your hair still set tight 
Not a wisp out of place. 

79’ you came to power, ten long years 

we had to endure and then some. 

But you’ve left us at last, so your legacy 
remains, but for all the wrong reasons, 
Only echoes in the chambers are left, 

Out of sight, but NOT out of mind. 


Ady Clifford 
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We're a narcissistic bunch us poets 


Never tell us this is so 
For we believe we embody the essence of art 
By letting the language grow 
Oh we'll admit its fine to paint a canvas 
Even carve away at stone 
But by the far noblest art-form 
Is the poets’ work we’ve known 
For you can sing in a high pitched octave 
Hold a chord or beat a drum 
But always it’s in the reckoning 
Our profoundness will overcome 
And would you fond listener 
Speak of metre and of rhyme 
We'll sigh and say ‘forget it’ 
You’re living in a bygone time 
For some Say we are spineless 
Others say we’re bled 
But we cry ‘stimulate their brains’ 
Before their brains go dead’ 
A fitting last word spoke 
Is a worthy thing indeed 
So carry on narcissistic bunch 
We are not a dying breed 


John Swanson 
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Cousin Alan 


Spring Sun. Sunday, Holy Day but not holiday. 
Early Bells wake up St Catherine. 
incensed priest fogs & dances with the altar. 
Lead glazed glancing lights. 

Sun smashes glass into myriads, 

Hazy Crazy, 

Blue & red, purple & gold. 

In short trousers, 

Bare Knees smarting 
From too much kneeling, 
| clatter out 
Of oak doors, greyed and old 
From too much listening. 

In Sunday dark and best 
| troop to Mam-Gu’s, en famille. 
Loosening tie, 

Forgetting St Catherine, 

Loosening Belief. 

Promise of Apple tart, 

Tea, playing with cousins, hearing uncles swear 


With meaty words and perhaps, Perhaps, 
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A woodbine behind a hidden tree In Penllergaer forest 
Mam-Gu, older than St Catherine 
And nearer to God 
Loves her sons. The house, 
This Theatre, 
Leans with people. 
The card table buckles with 
Brothers, uncles, Fathers, sons, men & boys. 
But no Grandfather. 
Sisters, aunties, mothers, daughters whisper 
gossip in the kitchen. 
Mam-Gu presides. 
Cards — Crib or Nap are played, 
money is lost and tempers too. 
Men shout, Women walkabout. 
| look from face to face. 
There are too many on stage for me to be noticed. 
Mam-Gu does not see beyond her boys. 
| edge into anonymity. 
And to be .... .. not like them. 
Cousins congregate in the Orchard. 
Simple play, ferocious sweat in the Spring heat. 
Sun cuts the apple trees through. 


15. 


Climb, spy, hide, seek. Girl cousins, my sister, shriek & giggle 
Boy cousins, Alan, look manly 
Savoring the packet in the pocket 
And the quiet unheard rattle of matches. 
We practice swear words unspoken. 

Shirt collars white, striped school ties long discarded, 
Glistening pale skin, braces and short trousers, 
reddened knees. 

Holy Wood. 
| watch and observe. 

Apple pie still moistening on the tongue, Tinned peaches, 
Even metallic strawberries Sweet as treacle. 
Fresh picked Blackberries 
Crawling. 

Later escape for the boy cousins to the Common. 
Penllergaer Common 
Land of my Grandfathers 
Pit and wild Pony. 

All feral grass & dune 
Ups & Downs. 

Paths to No-where 


And Some where. 
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Alan knows all the paths. 
C’mon he says. C’mon we'll get a swim in before dark. 
Foreboding settles on my 
Brylcreamed head 
Foreboding on my well-eaten apple pie. 
Foreboding knees. 

C’mon he says. C’mon there's the pit pond. C’mon. 
Alan’s Sunday best lies at the water side. He’s in and happy 
No | shout. I’m having a fag. 
| sit smoking, looking, seeing. 

Alan swims in circles. The pond broods around him It is 
treacle skimmed, Blackest of sand, Sooted. 

Hot water, pit water, pitted with hiss and bubble. 
Sweated vapor hangs 
Swirls into darkening sky. 

Foreboding kisses me, full, on the lips. 

Alan swims in circles. 

Vultures, Ithink. 

The water did for him that day. 

Caught something from the rats they said. 


17 


Then 
In days 
Came 
A fever, 
Ruining 
Weakening 
A firm heart. 

Then St Vitus danced inside him 
And with him for years thereafter. 
Black Sabbath. 

Who can say what a day can bring. 
Sunday, Funday, Holiday, Black Sabbath. 
You take a swim you smoke a cigarette. 
Black Sea partings. 

That day | knew | was Observer, fond of fags and words 
Not being part of, separate. 

Alan, one with nature 
Belonging, in the game of life, living, 
Found a rat who joined his play 
Swam like a dolphin 
Where my grandfather lay. 


Vernon Goddard 
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Notes 


Mam-Gu 
Grandmother 


Penllergaer 


Small village near Swansea where my grandmother lived 
There are rituals in all families. Whilst my grandmother 
lived all her sons & one daughter were expected to visit and 


stay to tea on a Sunday. This was a large, loud gathering. 


My grandfather died from a rock fall in one of the mines 


on Penllergaer/Gargoch common. | never knew him. 
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Si nogy 


Life Poem 


Llfe has its ups and downs, 
But we must smile and not frown, 
Sometimes life can be queer, 
But we all must not fear, 

Life can have its twists and turns, 
As we all sometimes learn, 
Llfe can have its problems, 
As some of us know, 


But don't give up because they will eventually go 


Rebecca Cheeseman 
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“Some hand" Extracts from a One Act 
Play. 


Opening scene: On Shaking hands with a Cambridge 
undergraduate at Granchester in the glorious early 
Spring of 1916, before he goes to the Somme, 


as an Officer & a Gentleman. 


I. 
In the dappled orchard of Granchester we meet. 
He a student of merit , an athlete. 
We meet, we greet, 


We shake hands for the first and last time. 


Il. 

This is the hand of the Elite. 
He has not worked below his feet, 
In mine, nor steel. 
Fingers are long, 
Elegant strong. 

Slim but not thin, 

Meant for the Boardroom. 
Academic hand, 
Aristocratic hand, 

Young Lover’s hand. 
Man’s veins down the middle 
Branching into light blue rivulets. 
B|ue—blood hands. 

Skin light and Bright, 
Coloured sun-brown, 

Not grasping, but open honest. 
Athletic hand, 
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Keen hand, 
Fast-moving hand, 
Muscled and clean. 

This is the hand that could feed a family. 
Could rule a nation . Destined for things great. 
This is a hand that has touched and loved. 
This is a hand of a gentle man. 


Ill. 
These are just the hands we need 


.. to make war. 


IV. 
Below the Autumn- laden apple trees we laugh 
Hand round the scones and tea. 
The blue sky gold sun dips and fades. 
And in the air | hear the rain. 


Vernon Goddard 
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I'm Not Bored 


Boring, boring 
What an ugly word, 
Selfish word. 
People are dying. 

Some people would love to be bored. 
Scratching food from the baked lifeless soil 
Bloodied hands, potbellied children, 
faces full of pain and despair. 
Black hands snatch the tiny morsel 
of food | give them. 

Are they bored? 

Am | bored? 

Look around you. 

These are my brothers. 


Timothy Gogan 
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Henry Ford 


Henry Ford | wish you could see 
This mass produced insanity 
Families living on a production line 


Cogs in a well-oiled lifestyle 


Living in the same kind of houses 
Wearing the same kind of clothes 
WatchIng the same kind of TV programmes 


Dreaming the dreams that everyone knows 


Henry Ford | wish you could see 
This pill popping neurotic society 
Frustration grows in nearly every eye 


As suicide reaches an all-time high 


The food full of preservatives 
The air that's full of lead 
The beer that’s full of additives 
but does nothing for my head 


Henry Ford | wish you could see 
The Thalidomide victims do PT 
From Hiroshima to Napalm today 


The innocent children burned away 


Gone now the tribal Red Indian cry 
The noble savage had to die 
Caught up in the affluent society 
Remember the final slaughter that was Wounded Knee 
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Henry Ford | wish you could see 
Your country's morally corrupt history 
That always preached democracy 


But instead enforced black slavery 


And printed on your coins 

The words ‘In god we trust’ 

| think a better fitting slogan 
Would read ‘dollar lust’ 


Henry Ford | wish you could see 
The maze of labour-saving gadgetry 
Advertised nightly on T.V 
Allowing mothers to be free 


The caffeine breakfast washed away 
By secret martinis every day 
While Joe’s on his shift 
There’s hell to pay 


Henry Ford | wish you could see 
How their lives are built around commodity 
The T.V dinner communication breakdown 
Leaves one more broken family child taking 


a Greyhound out of town 


See the cities urban sprawl 
And within those towering walls 
Unrest and violence contained on every floor 
Eating like a maggot to the coreHenry Ford | wish you could see 
The U.S.A and its policy 


It hasn’t changed much since your day 


26 


The immigrant life and its quality 
The kids now march if there’s something wrong 
With placards big and voices strong 
Coming out in the open; coming with the light 
So many issues now burning in the night 
Henry Ford | wish you could see 
The stereotyped breed that you've set free 
To repeat their task in some factory 
Robots in their time/motion study 
Microchip or craftsmanship 
The choice is no longer ours 
The future now has come of age 
The machine is the ruling power 
Henry Ford | wish you could see 
How your model T Ford changed humanity 
And gave the American Dream an identity 
in the Hollywood epic or the Disney Fantasy 
But of course you're dead and gone 
A man of vision and Progress’ son 
Your empire worldwide 


Rolls always ever on 


John Swanson 
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The little train to Mumbles 


- Tren Bach I|'r Mwmbwils 


The curve of observed journey 
From villlage to Town. 

Ealrly morning sun. 
Promising pennies in a pocket, 
Penknife at hand 
To repel boarders — Swansea Jacks! 


Stonding in line for our Orient Express. 


Sklp on board. slip upstairs, 

Upfront a vista of quiet cinematic content, 
Panorama of Bay, sand, bent Lowry figurines, 
distant far-away shores, endless possibilities. 

Colours of a Sunday, sundae sweet 
Cherry red and cream, 
The Mumbles train trundles out, 


From homely lonely sand-dune to tempting seaside pier. 


Atop the mainstay, we surpass St Helen, 
Home to the ‘Whites’, 
First outpost of our colonial expedition. 

Singleton park, light greens on dark rich hedging. 
Blackpill station, then on, then, on then. The outward, skies of 
memory mind are always early blue, 

Always cloudless and the sea always on The left. 
Concrete shapeful remnants bobble in wave, pill boxes 
Of another time, Gonetime Wartime. 

In Heretime, we revel in the youth of now and smile 


And talk and laugh and giggle and soon, 
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Sooner than you might think, 
The pier at Mumbles, end of line. 

Start of seagull, slot machine, paddling, ice-cream. 
Sun on new-white boy-skin, white skin on green-grass, 
White skin and dark rocks. 

Our cove of ruddy rocks and warmed up pools, 
Final margin of solidity Before the outwardness, 
waywardness of long lengthening sea. 
Mammy at rest, tired eyes closed against the sun, 
Shoes carefully discarded next to a white shirt. 
We eat up the day. 

Rivulets quiver, 

Sand shifts, ebbing slightly under foot. 

The ritual of remembrance, every detail in its allotted space 


| recite my mother. 


Vernon Goddard 
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The Den 


I’m in the den, yet again, 

Slip in one hand, the other a pen, 

Writing down all kinds of horses, 

All running at different courses, 
Money’s tight, but | still find more, 
This game hits you, right to the core, 
Losing heavily now and feeling sick, 
The den knows what makes you tick, 
Think you’re on a winning streak, 

But that’s just when it’s at its peak. 
Before you know it the pennies have gone, 
The den is just one great big con, 

But |’ve been doing it for years and years, 
This place reduces grown men to tears, 
“Why do | do it?” | often ask myself, 

Is it the buzz, or is it for wealth? 

The shop is shut now, my pockets are bare, 
Feel so desolate, in deep despair, 

No one to turn to, no food to eat, 
Nothing to nourish me, take off the heat, 
Thirty three years I've gone to that place, 
Feeling safe in my own little space, 
| want to give up this destructive crutch, 
But I’m finding that step just one too much, 
So I'm back in the den, yet again, slip in one hand, 


the other a pen. 


Ady Clifford 
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A word in edgeways poetry group If you would like to find out more 

meet weekly at DevelopmentPlus, about the group or are interested 

Croft Street, Lincoln. in joining then please call 
01522-533510 or email 
enquiries@developmentplus.org.uk 


